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one of the qualities that make for success at the Bar. But I
fancy you might do well in journalism." Or more likely the
average man would but have advised me to cultivate the ac-
quaintance of solicitors, and would not (as I hadn't ever attempted
to write anything) have guessed that I had a bent for writing.
The delightful touch about " drifting" into the Diplomatic
Service was added merely to please himself and me.

He liked the company of very young men. For them his
manner was apt to shed much of its indirectness. With them,
being himself so young at heart, lie was always, I think, more
at his ease than he was with men not very young. He liked
their ingenuousness and their pomposity. He revelled in drawing
them out. Whenever I took this or that fellow undergraduate
to a play at the Haymarkct, Herbert always invited us both
to sup at the Garrick. We used to wonder at his power of
sitting up into the small hours, and the not so small, without
a trace of fatigue. We didn't know how much we amused him,

Until I was twenty-two I had never seen Herbert for more
than a few hours or days at a time.   During the first three
months of 1895 I saw him continuously.   For he toolc me with
him on his first tour to America.    My sister-in-law has said, in
speaking of the voyage out, that Mr. Lionel Brought and I went
below after the first day and were not seen again.   This is an
unintentional injustice to the memory of   Lionel Brough.   I
only wish he had not been so perfectly, so exuberantly good
a sailor as he was.   He and I shared a cabin,   The sea was very
stormy indeed.   For three days and nights I remained in my
berth.   I preferred the nights to the days, for then Brough was
sound asleep in the berth beneath me, and even the sight of
Brought saucy little yachting-cap, swaying to and fro on its
peg whenever I opened my eyes to the dim lamp-light, was
preferable to the knowledge that Brough himself might at any
moment come breezily in at the door with that same cap sur-
mounting his fresh pink face and his crisp silver hair.   He was
the kindest of men, and was always coming down from the
smoking-room, laden with the scent of that meeting-place, to
cheer me up for a few minutes-   He was the bluffest of Yorkshire-
men, and the best of professional raconteurs, and he was always
asking me;  " Have yer heard the one about the parson's bull